TRUMPET VOLUNTARY
get good fish for lunch), a personal introduction to a renowned
fishmonger, warning me: "they close at I o'clock sharp as by then
they will have sold both their prawns'9.
It is not so much the actual and of course essential change in our
habits of food and drink, entertainment and acceptance, which
have changed from the normal; but the topsy-turvy shape of our
minds could we but stand away from them and take a full objective
view. On points, you can buy Prem, Spam and Japhet; so it
was unworthy of my spiritual attitude towards life to feel quite
such a sinking disappointment after an American friend, a member
of the Red Cross staff, rang me up to say he was bringing me a
"pheasant"—"A pheasant? But how glorious!" "No, no, a
present" Less glorious, because it might prove only to be a toy
watering-pot or china mascot. But when he arrived with an
extremely charming woman whom I had not seen for several years,
and playfully said: "Look what I've brought you!" how easily
I could have wept. So this was his "present"—-just a mutual
friend, just another woman, like myself. Still more unworthy was
my elation when his hand drew from behind his back ... a large-
sized miracle, pale gold, looking like a lemon.
It was a lemon! The girl friend had been merely a sideline.
I gazed at it, sort of .stupefied, and then laid it reverendy on the
sideboard under my Florentine picture of still life: a group of
two oranges^ one peeled; a bunch of grapes, a glass of wine and
I think an oyster patty, but there has been argument over this.
There lay the real lemon at last, to mock the picture. The next
twenty-four hours were spent in debating as to how we could best
use it. In all, it divided into seven ways, and the best way was the
oyster way. Provisionally I 'phoned Louis and Leueen and invited
them both to lunch with me at B/s, if B/s still had oysters, and if
they both liked oysters, and if Mr. B. would not be offended if I
brought my own lemon, offering to pay lemonage. Louis and
Leueen both refused, at such short notice, until the word "lemon"
appeared. Then, barefaced (as I should have been myself) they
both accepted enthusiastically, Leueen remarking that she could
quite easily put off Lady R, when she explained that she had been
invited to meet a lemon who would lead her to an oyster . . .
For that is another odd little twist which war has given to our
matttters nowadays. It was strangely "all right" for Leueen to
make this excuse to break a previous engagement. Everybody
would im<lerstand it: "Rude, of course not! She's got a lemon \"
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